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We were seated one evening round the

hearth In ao kitchen, discussing the war.
It was a wild, wet night; but we were com-
fortable there, our feet to the blaze, and
our shadows big in the lamplight. Also we
were very noisy, and what Thady Shetran
u.-e- d to call disputatious; each man a born
general, seated proudly on hi3 own stool,
hot in dtftnse of his own plan of campaign.
There was the Master, big in his high-back- ed

chair, who would have his army all
mounted, each man carrying his bag of oat-
meal, always ready and watchful, fighting
the enemy with his own weapons. There
was Hal, impetuous as a Rupert, who
would hurl hla hundred thousand men like
an avalanche through tho kopjes. There
was Henry Marvin, dry. cynical, who be-
lieved In night attacks when the moon was
hid. "and tho Boers that sleepy they
couldn't sco you." There was James th
Ilambler (so-call- ed because the gravest
matters could not keep his tongue from
rambling), whose English army would bo
all Irish, bold lads in green from the hill-elde- s.

'They'r tho boys." said James, and
tlapped a leg; "man. they're the boys! rare
divils they are. ready to go to glory like
heroes. Look at what they've done. Think
cf that regiment startin up a hill an not
five men alive at the top. Give mo the
Irish," caid James; and we all cried agree-
ment. Surely the Irish were matchless.
Surely that intrepid man, who never was
Ltaten, who fell only to riäe again, this
baxon for whom the Irish died willingly,
was a very hero. "He's the kind," said Hal;
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"he 3 the boy for me." "A real man."
judged the Master. "He's a masterpiece,"
cald James the Rambler; "every time I see
his face In a paper an' look at hi3 lip I
think of Bulldog Martin, who never let go.
Ay, Bulldog: should have been a general.
He was born to the trade. D'ye mind, lads,
the way he captured long Ned Hanlan from
the mountain beyond? Eh, d'ye mind that,
boys?" said James; then laughed and. as
his manner was, straight passed from tha
horrors of war to the diversions of a par-
ish; Just blew a whiff of tobacco smoke on
the doings or Buuer, and (for tho benefit of
myself, the stranger) rambled quick into
his stcry of the exploits of Bulldog.

Here (set down with all faithfulness) is
what James told us that night; ho sitting
crouched on a stool and reading his story
in the fire:

His plain name was Tom; but we called
him Bulldog because of the grip he had.
He was the obstinatest man I ever knew.
But a notion in hla head and it was prisoner
for life; let him put down his foot an' 'twas
as If he'd burled it to the knee; set him
straight for a thing yan he'd go to it
through stone walls. Divil a monkey ever
ancestered Bulldog, but a mountain mule.

Ho was a middle-size- d man, of the shape
or a gatepost, an' about as stiff in his
movements; black an' hairy, strong as a
wall, his tongue too big for his mouth, so
that he talked as if a plum was in it, curls
on his head, an' a chin to his face as big
as your hand. "Did ye sit up all last night
shavin', Tom?" the boys used to ask with
an eye on the chin, as Tom stepped to
church. "Xo then," he'd answer, his tongue
on his lip an' the chin set, "I didn't. But I
dreamt of kickin' dogs on mo way to
church." An the boys would start yappln'
at his heels, an' callin' out "Bulldog."

He lived out beyond Gorteen on the way
to Drumhill, back from the road, down a
long lane of poplars; a lone man in a lone
house, with neither chick nor child belong-i- n

to him. People said he had relations out
the mountain way; but they must have
thought him dead, for they never bothered
him. Day In day out, no one ever went
down the lane or crossed the door 'cept
Tom himself to be sure, an a kailyer now
an then of an evenin', or the rector goin
his rounds; an' from New Year's day to
Christmas tide no woman did more than
squint through the windy when Tom was
at a fair. They daren't. Tom hated them.
Never did ye see his chla set harder, or his
back stiller than when he was diggin holes
to bury all the women in creation. "They're
hussies," he'd say, "an worse. Be the
Lord, I'd hang them, every petticoat, if I
had me will!" 'Tvvas a notion the man had,
a bee in his bonnet; mebbe the only bee ho
had an, as it happened, the only ono that
tvr took wing. For Tom, you'll under-
stand, Mr. Jan, was no fuoljn his way,
and never, stood like a mule in his own
light. He could farm land like a Scotch-

man; big crops followed his spade as if
he'd made them; money went into the bank
an' stayed there; ye might walk through
Gorteen (an that's sayin a good deal)
without seln' a cozier house an garden,
with an orchard at the side and a haggard
at tho back, an oüleea round the yard,
than Tom's. You'd like to look at the place.
You'd like to see Tom workin" like an en-

gine in the fields. You'd laugh to walk In
one mornin' about 6 o'clock an find him
fcittln on a stool, a duck egg in his hand,
a mug o tay in that, an' the rest of 'his
breakfast on his knee. Then you'd say:
"Why don't ye marry, Tom, an got some
one to look after ye?" An' he'd turn an"
eat yet with his eyes. "Marry," he'd say,
"marry! Be the Lord, I'd hang them If I
had my will!" 'Twas a notion the man
had; for sure-- on other matters he was

enough. Some sahl a woman had
crossed him In his youth; others said 'twas
only the mule nature of the man; the rest
Just listened to him, an laughed, an waited
for herself to come.

He was forty years of age when the
change took him the one change of his
lif. It came after an attack of fever that
stretched him out for weeks an' would
have killed him dead only that a neighbor's
wife took pity on him an nursed him well.
He used to lie starin' at her, followin her
with his eyes about the room an sayin no
word; Just starin and thinkin hard In the
thick head of him. What could he do else,
en hirr. as weak as water? What could he
do but tubmlt when her hand was soft on
his face, an' she fed him wi a spoon, an
propped him in the bed to look through the
window, an' helped him to hobble out, at
last, into the sunshine an' the blessed air
of God? Could he ever dig a grave for a
woman after that? Could he ever sit at his
lonely breakfast again an' not wish that
some one was with him, some one
to keep him company, some one
to sweep the hearth, some one to
put a candle In the window to light him
hnme from the fields? Sure he was helpless.
Sure that notion had to go. Sure 'twas the
r.aturalest thing in life, once he was strong
again, to look round him for a woman

that'd take his name. Supro?e I fell sick
again? he asked himself. Suppose I died an
left the place to a stranger? Suppose I was
crippled, some day, an' couldn't work, an'
came to the poorhouse? A hundred things
he must ha' thought, the poor unfortinit;

'd ask him about marry-i- n
an' now if anyone

he'd close his Hps an' march away.
he'd come toLike the rest of us, me sons,

half the world, anonlye that men are
the re of it. He

etie woman more than
but it camehad to. 'Twas long in comin';

all sat wait-i- n
So Bulldog changed; an we

to see who'd be herself. There were

women enough around him-L- ord knows
been glad of histhere were plenty-tha- fd

favor, for the sake of his money an land

if not for himself. Ho wiw not so bad-g- ood

tnough for any one that hadn't better; but
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sure his gear was great. A snug house, a
tidy farm well stocked, money in the bank,
an' a car to drive; where cant' ye find, a
woman that'd jump at that? She'll bo lucky
that gets him, said we; then, havin' nothln'
tetter to do of an evenin, chore Bulldog's
wife as we sat by the fire, "It'll be Rosa
Harper." said one. "It'll be Anne Farrell,"
said another. "The woman's Mary Hicks,"
said a third, "as sure as daylight." An we
were all wrong. Tom outwitted us. 'Twasa't
Mary, or Anne, or Roie; 'tvasn't any one
we'd thought of at all, bat just the one
that only Tom d think of. "Be danged to
ye all." he said to himself; "an I'm much
obliged to ye. But I'll pick me own wom-
an," says Tom, like the obstinate divil he
was, "an' I'll pick her the way that's agree-
able to me." An' he kept his word.

It's the fashion wi' men when marryin
takes them to kis3 the Blarney stone an
go out .coortin. The women like it, the
neighbors expect it; sure it's pleasant any-
way to put your toes in the ashes, set a
grin on your face, an' make-believ- e you're
drawin the heart out of the girl beside ye.
It's somethin' to make the days go. quicker,
it helps the nights to travel; maybe God is
good to let ye taste heaven before your end.
Time enough afterwards to sit mopin';
plenty of time to forget your foolishness.
"Arrah. Judy, dear." yo say. an' tighten
your arm. "Arrah, Paddy, love," says she.
So time goes, sirs; so time goes; but with
Bulldog Martin it never went like that.
Ah, not at all! Is it Bulldog? Tut, tut!

Onco the notion had tight grip of him,
an' he was strong enough on his pins; Tom
set his hat on the back of his big head,
took a staff from the corner, an set out
to search for a wife, just in the same way
he'd hae started to pick a cow in a fair.
No coortin for him; no blarneyin or fool-
ishness; Eomewhere or another, near home
or far from it, was the woman he wanted,
an when he found her 'twas I1I3 intention
to have her, spite of man or mortal. She
mattered nothln. He was the one to be
considered. 'Twas a pure affair o' business.
When he was satisfied, all was done. He
knew- - what he wanted; he knew he'd get it;
that was all.

It took him time. Don't Imagine he went
everywhere, eyein every woman up an'
down, ot at all, sirs; not at all. There
were houses he never entered; there were
whole townlands he passed by. Near home,
for one place, where Uosa Harper lived,
an Anno Farrell, an Mary Hicks, an all
the rest we'd chose for him, was soon trav-
eled; he knew them, he'd take no man's
choice; that gang was put beyond tho
hedge in a lump. Then there was Emo, with
only two women in It. an them hop o me
thumbs; there" was Rhamus with only one,
an' her spoon-fe- d; there was Bilboa, where
not one in ten had sixpence in her stockin';
there was Armop, a whole nest o Catho-
lics, an' Drumhill, with the women as
coarso as bean straw, an the Loughside
with them in tatters, an the mountain
with them wild as hares, an' Lismahee
with its sidewalk manners, an the rest of
the world, sure, with only one In ten worth
castln an eye on. Let all that go. says
Tom, with a bang of his staff; an makes
for the thick of the fair.

Gorteen, to be sure, gave him plenty o
trampln', for all that It lay at his feet.
There was money in Gorteen, an' a share
o' good looks, to say nothln' .o blood an
muscle; an' I've heard men say that no les3
than three of its women took Tom's fancy.
One was Jane Fallon, that afterward mar-
ried Martin tho 'squire; th other was Han-
nah, her sister, that now keeps house for
Sam the Hump; the third was Kate Tränt,
the schoolmistress, that's a maiden yet.
But though all had their points, all had
their faults Jane was too pious, Hannah
too bouncin. Kate had a mother that went
with her so, in the. end, Tom passed Gor-
teen by, an' tramped further into the world.
An' mebbe he was wise; for in Gorteen It's
easier to choose a wife than to get her.,
Tom wa3 a mule of a man; but a mule
goes when tho kickin's over.

I'd weary ye if I followed Tom through
all his travels (even if I knew how), an'
went over all his adventures; how he was
thrashed once by a girl's brother for his
impidence, an challenged another time by
a lassie's sweetheart for his Interference;
how Long of Milltown invited him out one
evenin to look at a powerful star an left
him beyond the doer; how Lizzie Eredin
shut herself from sight of him an refused
him a word; how this one pleased, only she
was poor, an' that one would do only she
was fine in the bone, an another squinted,
an the next was short in a leg; let all that
go, an let us march straight with Tom to
the end of his journeyin', when the woman
was found, an' he was satisfied, an there
was nothin to do but bring her home.

Yo can imagine Tom comin at last, then,
one summer's day, to a house out in Leek,
beyond near the mountain, between Drum-
hill an' Pettilo, where lived a widdy man
named Lang, with his one daughter Sarah.
He'd been recommended there by a friend,
an' when he came ho found a tidy farm, a
snug hone, good crops an' pasture, likely
stock on the fields, an' fat pigs In the yard.
All this Tom seen for himself as he went,
an' was pleased with it; when he inter-
viewed Lang in a meadow, mentioning who
he was an who'd sent him, he liked the
man; when ho entered the house, in a
while, an clapped eyes on Sarah, eomethin
told him on the minute that here was her-
self at last. "She'll do," says Tom, as she
offered him a chair; "my faith, ahe'll do!"

She was a big woman, thick and strong,
broad in Che shoulders, heavy on her feet,
with big arms, sandy hair, cheeks like an
apple, an a square cut face. She had a
chin like Tom's own, her nose went up at
the point; he'd met handsomer females in
his travels, but the more" he looked at her
an studied her ways, an cast eye on the
house she kept, the more he said to him-

self: "Bedad here she I?." All the better
that she was no dandy; all the likeabler
that sho spoke little; all the safer that she
ruled the father an was mistress in. the
house. See her swing a pot off the crook
an tumble It Into a basket; look at the
knack she had in buildin a fire, an' put tin'
coals round the cake oven; see how clean
she kept the hearth, an the tins on th
wall; listen to her now rattlin' the cups
In the parlor, an trampin' out to the dairy
for fresh butter for the tay! Ah, sure as
day, here's herself at last, thinks Tom,
an grins to himself as he sits by the fire
talkln cattle wi the father.

Then the three marches to the parlor an'
sits down to tay; an' sure now Tom was
certain sure. Such a tasty room; such a
white cloth; real china cups, white-handle- d

knives, a metal taypot, the whitest of
home-mad- e bread, the sweetest of butter,
cream that a tly could walk on; an'
there beyond the table, in a clean apron,
her hair brushed an' face shinin. Sarah
pourin' out like a lady. Bedad, this is great,
thinks Tom; an drinks live cups an' aUs
accordin. an laughs an' jokes, an makes
himself agreeable; an imagines himself at
home with Sarah before him like that every
day. Think of that, now! Think of the luck
he had! Be the pigs, only for good manner's
sake, he'd call her Sally to her face. But
time enough for that, thinks Tom; aw,
plenty of time.

Well, tay over, Tom an' Lang took their
hats an' ttroll out to tho meadow again;
an' after a while Tom just takes the bull
bv the horns an at bnok of a' haycock
starts businos. He. mentioned again who
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he was, dragghV In a word about hi3 fam-
ily; raid what land ha had, an what stock;
hinted at the money in the bank; gave
himself out as a good ProdeBtan an' Chris-
tian man; then turns to Lang an' says:

"But there's one thing I'm wantln'," says
he, "an it's that I'm here for now.

" I know," answers Lang, with a nod.
Well, 1 11 be wishful to help ye."

"I'm thankful to ye." says Tom again.
"An' I'm thinkin' ye can help me. I'm' look-i- n

for a wife."
"Aw," says Lang, lookin round. "Now,

is that so?"
"Ay, that's so. I'to teen lookin long."

says Tom. "But now, please 'God, I'm
suited. She's found at last."

Then Lang looked again at Tom, an
grins, an' says: "Faith, then, I'm rejoiced
to hear It," says he. "An' mebbe you'd be
tellin me her name."

"Surely," answer? Tom. "She's above in
the houe there an' her name's your own;
an it's proud I am to ha met ye both this
day."

At that Lang falls solemn an sits starin'
at Tom for ä while; then bursts out laugh-i- n;

an' says he, "Faith ye honors us both,
Mr. Martin."

"Ah, not at all," answers Tom; "sure the
honor's mine;" then, in the thick-heade- d

way of him, starts there and then (before
he'd known the man three hours, mind ye;
but that was Tom's way) to make a bar-
gain with Lang for the daughter. She was
Just the" kind for him. He'd treat her well.
Let Lang oblige him by mentionln' his
wishes.

But Lang could only laugh till the hay-
cock shook. "Are ye in sober earnest?"
asks he at last.

"I'm not given to Jokin'," answers Tom.
"An business is business," he says.

"Then go to Sarah," says Lang at that.
"It's her affair. She's her own business
woman. Away to Sarah," says Lang; then
turns off across the meadow shakin' in his
shoes.

'Twas a bad start, you'd think; but sure
Tom cared nothln for starts. 'Twas the
end of things he always looked to; an
faith, he turned from Lang. as pleased as
Punch. If it's only between herself an' me,
he thinks, why then It's as good as settled.
So off he sets from the meadow, an' comes
to the house again,, an steps into the
kitchen, an' says he to Sarah: "I've just
come from your father, Miss Sally, an he
agrees that I may have a word wi ye."

"Faith, then, ye may have two, Mr. Mar-
tin," answers Sally; "but be quick, for I'm
busy."

"I'll not be a minute," says Tom. "It's
just this; I'm in need of a wife."

"Then I hope you'll get her," says Sally.
"There's plenty 'd oblige ye these parts."

"One '11 do," says Tom; "an I'm thinkin'
I've got her."

"Aw, indeed," says Sally. "Mebbe I know
her."

"Ye know her well," says Tom. "Say
your own name an' you've got her."

"Me," shouts ' Sally; then put hands on
hips an stands staring at Tom. "Me," she
says again; an' turns away laughin. "Aw,
Lord see!"

"Ay, It's you," eays Tom, bold as brass;
then, In his go-ahe- ad fashion, starts mäk-
ln things plain to Sally. He was such an
age. Ke came of such a stock. Ho owned
so much land, an' furniture, an' ready
money. He'd make a good man

"You'd mako the divll's own man," pays
Sally. "Ah, quit your ravin, an' go back to
your madhouse."

"You're the woman for me eays Tom;
"I've searched for ye long."

"I'm the woman for none o' ye," answers
Sally. "I give ye my scorn."

"Scorn or no scorn," says Tom; "you're
the woman for me, an the woman Iii
have."

"Ah, go home to your prayers," says Sal-

ly; "an' find sense on the way."
"Sally," says Tom; "strivin's no good.

Will ye answer me now?"
"Tom fool," shouts Sally. "Is that an

answer?"
"I'll come back in a week," answers Tom;

then turns on his heel and marches off.
It's her woman's way, thinks he; in a week
she'll know better. An' away Tom goes for
home.

Well, he waited his week; then, true to
his word, comes back an' sits down In
Lang's kitchen. Lang was there, smokln'
up the chimbley, an' pleasant enough. Sally
was there, too, big an rosy as ever, knit-ti- n

on a stool; an beside her was a thin
yellow slip of a man; Long Ned by name,
that eyed Tom as he entered, an gave him
no welcome, an' lent no word to the talk.
All the time Tom was conversin', airln his
knowledge an wisdom, Ned sat glowerln
at him, or whisperin' to Sarah, or wrlg-gli- n'

on his stool; an what he gave to Tom
was paid him back. Tom Just overlooked
him. I know you, me son, thinks Tom, an'
I know what you're after; but you're
wastin your time, thinks Tom, an cits
talkia over Ned's head as If It was a
dog's. An sure Lang, beln a humorsome
man, enjoyed the sport; an Sally, In her
way, enjoyed her part: an the game went
on. Tom talked an talked; Ned glowered
and twisted; Lang smoked an grinned;
Sally knitted an smiled; at last, says Tom,
over Ned's head, "I've come for the an-

swer, Miss Sally," says he.
"Have you then, be the Lord!" shouts

Ned, swingin' round on his stool. "Ask me,
an' I'll answer ye."

"I've come for the answer, Miss Sally,"
says Tom again, nor so much as looked at
Ned.

"It's the same as before, Mr. Martin,"
answers Sally with a grin.

"Then I'll come back In a week," aays
Tom; an' rises for home.

But all the way he considered with him-

self, an all through the week he kept con-
sidering then, the week beln over, tramps
over the hills once more an' comes again to
Lang's kitchen.

To all appearance everything was just the
same as before. Here sat Lang with his
pipe; there sat Sally with her knlttin;
here Long Ned beside Sally, silent an'
glowerin'p there Tom in the corner, talkin'
away as unconcerned as ye please. But
there was a glint in Tom's eye that night,
an' when, at last, he leant over his knees
toward Sally an repeated his question,
somethin in his voice kept Ned quiet.

"I've come for an answer, Miss Sally,"
says Tom.

Tt's the same as before, Mr. Martin,"
answers Sally, an looks him in the eyes.

"Then I'll come back again," says Tom;
an' goes without another word. But not far,
an not on the way towards home. No. Ah,
'deed no!
' Hardly had he pulled the door behind

him when things grew lively In Lang's
kitchen. Quick and sharp Long Ned turned
to Sally an accused her of encouragin
Tom; hot an strong Sally answered him
back, sayin she cared nothin' for his accu-
sations, an not a power of himself (which
maybe was true enough, seein' that Ned
was nothin' for any woman, 'cept one with
no better, to be proud of), an' thought lit-

tle of his manners anyway. Then Ned ap-

pealed to Lang; an' Lang bein' & humor-som- e

man, sided with Sally, and spoke
praise of Tom; then he tried coaxin wi
Sally; an Sally answered him by
pullin' her stool t'other side o'
the hearth. Then he fell angry
again; at last rose in a tantrum, an,
Bwearin' by all the Kings of Ireland he'd
have Tom's blood if so lie ever came to
Leek again, tramped out of the kitchen an
slammed the door behind him. "I'll drain
his black blood dry," he shouts; then
started mad for home.

Ills way took him down a lane, an along
a path that ran past an old quarry pit; an
jusfas he was sXlrtin' the pit,' he mutterln',
'I'll ' ave his black blood" to himself.

some one stepped from behind a bush, an'
stood right before him on the path. "I'll
have his black blood," says Nedf then, at
sight of the figure, stopped dead an fell to
quakln in his shoes.. .

"Is It my blood you're wantin'," says the
figure (an sure his voice wa3 as like Tom's
as two whiffs of a pipe); "because if It is,
you're welcome to all of it yo can get.
Come," says the figure, "take it now or
leave me yours."

Ned strove to speak; but couldn't get out
a word. His heart was In his throat; his
knees were knockin together; he looked
round tryin' to get away.

But Tom (for 'twas his own self) stepped
forward an took him by the collar. "No
shirkin'," says he; "stand you're ground
an tako what ye can get. Here we are now,
an the worst man of us goes elap Into the
quarry pit, an' th' other gets the woman.
Come, sir. Westlin or fightin'; all's one
to me. I'm a champion at both. Come on, I
say."

But Ned wouldn't. All the courage In him
was down in his stockin's. He turned to
run.

"Come back," shouts Tom, takln' him by
the collar. "Stand an take your dose."

"Naw, naw," whines Ned the effigy of a
man! "let me be. I'm goin' home."

"Not till I'm finished wi ye," says' Tom,
tightenin his grip. "Stand, ye cur!"

"Naw, naw," whines Ned. "I'm goin
home."

"You're comin wi' me," answers Tom;
then turns Ned on the path, an grippin
his collar tight, pushes him before him,
across the fields, an up the lane, an'
through the yard to Lang's door.

The house was dark, but Tom bangs at
the door an' brings Lang's head out of a
window above. "Who's there, in God's
name?" asks Lang. "An what's wrong?"

"It's myself," answers Tom from the
step. "An all that's wrong is that I've
found something in the fields that you'd
like to see. Rouse Miss Sally an come down
both o ye till I show ye what it is."

So Lang pulls in his head, an calls Sally,
an' both come down to the kitchen, an' the
door's opened, an in steps Tom, pushin
Ned before him across the floor.

"Here's what I've found," says Tom,
standin' Ned full in the candklight; "a
thing callin' itself a man that wanted Tne
blood. I offered it to him; an see the way
he's took it. Look at liim, Mr. Lang. Look
at him. Miss Sally. Come, sir. The blood's
yours still if ye can take it. Tho floor's
clear. The company's ready. Take it.
Take it."

But Ned stood hangin his head, speech-
less as a stone; an with that Tom took
him by the collar again, marched him to
the door, an' shot him out into the yard.

"Out yo go," says Tom; then turns to
Sally. "An now, Sally," says he, "maybe
you'd give me an answer."

For all that, it was a while before Sally
answered to his likln'. She was a powerful
willful woman, an' sure she had a likin
for Ned cur an' all though he was an
sure Tom's ways could hardly have been
to her fancy. But she surrendered in the
end, an at last they were married; an' Tom
had some one to keep his hearth tidy an
give him company. They lived together
many a year an things went well enough
on the whole. But' they were an obstinate
pair. In more ways than one Tom had
found his match. And the end wa3 that
one wore out the other through pure con-

trariness of nature; and they died both of
them in the same year.

A NEW GERMICIDE.

Electrozone Is Used to Purify the
City Street.

Fhiladelphia Fress.
Smallpox and other germs are battling

against the forces of the Bureau of Health
theso days. But with the assistance of a
simple preparation of electrified salt water
bacteria of all kinds are put to rout effectu-
ally. With its tank wagon, holding COO gal-lon- ea

of electrozone, the board is dally
sprinkling filth-lade- n and disease-breedin- g

alleyways, courts, streets, rooms and even
beds, and wherever an atom of electrozone
falls myriads of germs die. By taking un-

usual care to isolate patients suffering
from smallpox and by disinfecting disease-

-breeding spots the board feels assured
that smallpox will not become epidemic
in this city during the coming winter.

The germ killer Is made by the city
itself, and, though highly efficacious, costs
but a few cents a gallon. Tho abandoned
Twentieth district police station hous
on Filbert street, west of Fifteenth, is
used as the manufactory. In the cellar
are two great tanks holding about GO)
gallons each, and an electrical motor of
ten-horse-po- capacity directly connect-
ed with a dynamo capable of generating
1.200 amperes with nine volts of current.
Tanks, motor, water and salt are the only
necessary requirements for the prepara-
tion of the germ annihilator.

One of the tanks is used to mix the salt
and the water. To 00 gallons of water is
added about eighty pounds of salt. When
the crystal has been dissolved the brine is
run into the other tank, in which are Im-
mersed the poles of the electrical battery.

The heavy current passing through the
salty water produces a chemical reaction.
The sodium chloride, or salt, is broken up
into its constituent elements, and these are
united with the elements of water In a cer-
tain measure. After the passage of the
current for about three and one-ha- lf hours
the water has become saturated with chlo-
rine gas and various chlorides, as well as
with an extra amount of oxygen. What
beforo was merely salt water is now eiec-troao- ne

disinfectant of such lethal power
over bacteria that Its Inventor, on one
memorable occasion, after drinking a glass
of the filthiest and most poisonous drain-
age from Havana in yellow fever days,
drank three glasses of it and lived.

The congress of physicians before whom
he appeared cautioned him that he was
about to commit suicide. But the Inventor
had the courage of his convictions. He
suffered illness from nausea, but escaped
contamination from the germs he had im-
bibed.

"When electrozone Is made It Is pumped
Into the tank wagon, a simple affair Co-
nsisting merely of a large wooden tank on
wheels, and is then carted to Frankford
or to Southwark, to Haddington or Ger-raanto- wn

or wherever disease has fodnd
a lodgment. Streets are sprinkled as the
water cart of a street cleaners' gang sprin-
kles them. Where the way is too narrow
for the cart to go. a line of hose is run
much as the little lines of the chemical
engines are run. The electrozone is then
forced through the house over carpets and
furniture. It leaves no stain that fresh
water would not leave, and its effect is
sure.

The work of manufacturing the germi-
cide Is conducted by the Electrical Bu-
reau, but the ta?k of distributing it is
under the supervision of the Bureau of
Health. The men who make and handle
electrozone have such confidence in it thai
they customarily drink a glass of it each
morning.

Under Mayor Warwick's administration
a plan was privately projected of estab-
lishing a plant at the mouth of all the
water reservoirs, the object desired being
to free the water from typhoid fever germs.
Investigations were made and a rough plan
drawn. The co- -t was found to be large,
however, and the attitude of Councils to-

ward the mayor was such that he realized
the hopelessness of attempting to secure
an appropriation even for promoting the
health of the city, and the scheme was
abandoned.

If You bat Knew.
If vou but know

The shadow tou have brought into
Mt life, the burrlr.s tears ard iali
Th bitter loneliness an-- ttrain,
I hardly think, o cold, austere,

to needle??!;- - severe.
You'd nvounJ ir.e as you do

If ycu but knew.

If vou bJt knfw
The golden dream? cf Jove's briUt-h- u

Yoj took from all tho Cdjs cf mine
pajs tht at best knew small sunshine
You would not Le so h. edl?s. a'iite.

Of ruth'it-s- s siirg ar..i jsl.gtu.
to jrodical vith rue

If you but knew.

Whf-- years have run.
And life with all its pnrrcw Icr.e;
Wh-- n ioi shall ask why. to my heaxt.
Fond. true, you pave mrh tah and emart,
lil dead of liim, in Mary' name.

To chi !e you n't. r.'.r blame:
You diil net did n.t know

l iov4 rou bu. .

-- Kathleen Kavana;h, in New Orleans

THE VOICE OF THE PULPIT

MAVS FRm: AGCXCY: GOD'S METH-

ODS "WITH HIS CUCATVHIIS.

A Short, Pertinent I)lconre by the
Rev. Thomas L. Allen, D. I), (epis-

copalian), of Cnzenovln, Y.

"Not by constraint, hut willingly
of a ready mind." II Peter v, 2.

Man is the arbiter of his own destiny.
Created as he was In the image of God, he
shares with his Maker the plenitude of
being. He is not merely a rational, sen-
tient creature, capable of knowledge, love
and enjoyment; capacities such as these
come far short of constituting complete-
ness, fullness of being.

To all other faculties, powers and capaci-
ties, conscience, or the moral sense, and
free will must be added, to make man, in
his degree, what his Creator is in His de-

gree. Were man lacking in either respect
it would not be true to say he is a being
created in tho image of God, after His
likeness. To be like God he must be capa-
ble of moral discrimination, and also be
able to act, "not by constraint, but will-
ingly and of a ready mind."

By giving: man these capabilities God has
placed him in a relation to the divine gov-
ernment different from that of any other
of His creations with which the earth Is
supplied. All irrational things are subjects
of laws, which they have no power to re-

sist. They are constrained to fulfill their
prescribed destiny, and never can bo worthy
of either praise or blame. If, for instance,
a tree yield fruit after its kind, we attrib-
ute to It no virtue; orj if it wither and
perish, wo charge it with no fault; simply
because, in either case, the result was not
due to its own volition. It did not act, but
was acted upon by forces,' to it, Irresistible.

The animal creation rises a grade higher.
Tha animal has consciousness, and, in a
limited degree. Intelligence rind will; but at
the utmost theso endowments come far
short of making him an accountable crea-
ture; answerable as a moral agent. Though
he prey upon other forms of life to sus-
tain his own, we attribute to him no moral
turpitude. His intelligence and hi3 reason-
ing power. If any he has, are not sufficient
to enable him to act from motives of right
cr wrong, so, whatever he does, he can
incur no guilt as an offender against moral
(aw.

As regards man, however, the case Is far
different. He is neither the unconscious
and passive subject of laws which compel
him to act in one way, and not In another,
nor the morally irresponsible creature of
instincts or of undiscrlmlnating Impulses.
Between him and the lower oders of crea-
tion there is a great gap which evolution-
ists have sought eagerly but in vain to fill
with "a missing link."

PRESSURE OF IMPULSES.
Man, to be suro. haa natural Impulses

and he feels the pressure of them. He is.
also, subject to external influences, and ho
feels tho force of them. But ha also
thinks, reflects, reasons, balances consid-
erations, weighs motives, listens to the plea
of conscience, forms Judgments, comes to
conclusions, decides, resolves and then acts.
Hence his conduct does not tako any direc-
tion that inward impulses or external Influ-

ences may give it. He himself determines
it. To the extent that he can do this, he 13

superior to .inborn passions and idiosyn-
crasies of rtature and to outward circum-
stances. He withstands them and triumphs
over them. Even another will may be no
bar to this conduct. He can, and often
does, combat, resist, defy and disregard it.
Though overpowered and coerced by su-

perior physical strength, yet the will may
be resistant and defiant still.

Practically this power which makes man
a self-determini- ng being is unconquerable,
and God, by giving him this power, has
liberated him from the rule of compulsion
in the sphere of morals and religion as well
as In other spheres. God gives the com
mandant, saying. "Do this, not by con-

straint, but willingly and of a ready mind,"
making our obedienca or disobedience, as
the case may be, an act of choice on our
part. Motives are presented, reasons urged,
arguments pressed, persuasion brought to
bear, rewards promised, punishment threat-
ened, but when all has been said and done
to aid and influence us in reaching right
conclusions and taking right action there is
still that supreme power in the soul which
says, "I will" or "I will not," and the de-

cision, whichever it is, stands. God will
never override it nor coerce a different de-

termination.
The entiredoctrine of responsibility Is In-

volved in this truth. What a man does and
Is hechooses to do and be. His acts have
the quality of moral goodness or of moral
badness and render him the proper object
of commendation if the former or of repro- -
Vnt?An if tha lnttfr

What an unutterably awful power it Is I

that of free will, without which man would
not be man nor heaven what it is, the
abode of Intelligent beings, happy in doing
the will of God, not by constraint like
slaves or senseless things, but willingly
and of a ready mind. For it Is the glory
and the bliss of tha angel to be the minis-
ters of God. "to do His pleasure," to take
th word from His mouth and to accom-
plish that wh'ereunto He sends it.

Not to will what God willeth that is the
sola causa of all real suffering and misery
in the universe. There Is no hell other than
that which self-wille- d, rebellious souls thus
mako for themselves. The flro is kindled
by their own hand; tha torments are self-inflicte- d.

God is the fountain of infinite
rectitude, purity, wisdom, truth and love,
and if His will were perfectly done by His
children, whom He made in His own im-
age, there would ba nothing to prevent
these attributes from having perfect scoie
and complete sway in the divine govern-
ment. Then the children would be as blest
and happy in their degree as the All-rath- er

is in His degree.
GOD'S DESIRES.

And that Is what God desires. II wiileth
not the death, neither the misery, of the
sinner, but rather that all should cease
from sin and live live in the blissful en-
joyment of His glory live where all that
infinite wisdom, power .and love can do to
make beatitude. Is done world without end.
The laws He ordains; the rules of life He
gives to men; the requirements He lays
upon them, have no other end in view than
this. By them all men may, if they will,
move and act in harmony with the eternal
wisdom, an? by so doing.'enjoy to the full
the blessedness of being.

But. alas! the readiness of mind is mostly
to rebellion and disobedience. Men resist
the wisdom, the love, the majesty and the
eloquent pleadings of Almighty God. They
will to thwart His counsels and mar His
work. They set up their own standards
against His and fight against God. They
are bent on having their own way and
working out their own ends, and so live
on year after year through life, with little
if any regard to God's will or laws. Such
a course of life cannot, in tho nature of
things, eventuate in anything but disaster
and wretchedness. "Whatsoever a man
eoweth, that shall he also reap." If he
sowtth to corruption, he shall reap corrup-
tion. Disobedience is a seed the fruit of
which is remorse, unavailing regret, unre-

lieved pain and bitter lamentations.
It Is an awful rrr!eal,ve to exercise. In

that it makes man the arbiter of his'own
destiny. The responsibility it throw upon
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Prevented by Shampoos of CUTICURA SOAP
and light dressings of CUTICURA, purest of
emollient skin cures. This treatment at once
stops falling hair, removes crusts, scales, and
dandruff, soothes irritated, itching surfaces,
stimulates the hair follicles, supplies the roots
with energy and and makes the
hair grow upon a sweet, wholesome, healthy
scalp when all else fails.

million;
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nourishment,

ÖSE GUTSGIM 80AP
Assisted by Cuticura Ointment, for preserving purifying and beautify-

ing the skin, for cleansing tho scalp of crusts, ecalcs, and dandruff, and tho
stopping of falling hair, for softening, whitening, and Eoothing red, rough,
and sore hands, for baby rashe?, itching?, and chaüngs, and for all tho pur-

poses of th6 toilet, bath, and nursery. Millions of Women use CuncCKA.
Soap in tho form of baths for annoying irritation?, Inflammations, and
excoriations, for too free or offensive perspiration, in the lonn of w-ah-

cs for
ulcerative weaknesses, and for many antiseptic purposes which readily sug-

gest themselves to womeu and mothers. so amount of persuasion caa
induce those who have once used these great skin purifiers and beautifler3
to use any others. Cuticura Soap combines delicate emollient properties
derived from Ccticura, tho great skin cure, with the purest of cleansing
ingredients, and the most refreshing of flower odours. Xo other medicated

eoap i3 to bo compared with it for preserving, purifying, and beautifying
the skin, scalp, hair, and hands. No other foreign or domestic toilet soap,
howevc-- expensive, is to be compared with it for all the purposes of tho
toilet, bath, and nursery. Thus it combines, in Onc Soap at One Price,
tho best skin and complexion soap, and the best toilet and baby soap in
the, world.
Comploto Extornal and Internal Treatmont for Evory Humour,

mil
or CUTICüRA ioap, to cicaneo me kin 01 ctofh ana

"Tfa Fealea and eoften the thickened cuticle; cuTicrK uitsut, 10
ajO&m allay itrhina, inflammation, an-- and sooth, . . j . ... .Uj ..,TTr :i(iirTfftfnfil and r Irans the Llrxvi.

THE SET

Consltting

instattly lnltatJon,

A fcsLNGl-- KTisoltcr. fcufiirlenttocure t!i rooit torturing, dlkC- -

tiring, itclilrgr, burcin, ami tcalv Fkin, pcalp, arl b!ooi humours.
rashes, ltrhinjrs, and Irritation?, with losof Lair, hen iM tine fails. SoM through
"world, liritifh Depot: F. Newbf.ry & Soss charterhouse q., London, t. C. 1

Dkco anl Chemical Cortoratiox, Sole Props., liottou, U. 3. A.

us is fearful, yet who would be a slave?
On the one hand, it confers upon us the
power to choose a course of life leading to
God, to all goodness, to heaven; or on the
other hand, the power to choose another
course, leading away from God, to evil, to
perdition. An awful power it is, to be able
to choose God; terrible to be able to refuse
Illm. Yet precisely that power all men are
exercising every moment of every day of
their Uves.

God offers freely the means of grace to
nourish and strengthen U3 for the work
and warfare to which He calls us, in the
effort to secure a glorious destiny in I lis
everlasting kingdom. The wells of salva-
tion overilow; we may draw from them, if
we will. Thero is pardon for tho guilty,
healing fc" the sick, strength for th
feeble, refreshment for the weary. But we
must seek the sources whence these flow,
else God cannot give thrm to us; for to
forco on us what we will not receive is
to reverse Ills mode of dealing with men
&3 free agents. livery one must act, not
by constraint, but willingly, and of a ready
mind. Then God can, and will, give abund-
antly of His grace and help to light the
battle and win the crown.

CANCER AMONG ROYALTY.

The Death of Kmprcnn I'rederiek K
Caucer Hereditary f

Leslie's Weekly.
The issue dated Saturday, Sept. 14, will

contain an article of vital interest to hu-
manity. From advance sheets furnished,
this paper Is enabled to quote from the ar-

ticle contributed by Mr. Charles KIley Hall,
Leslie's general staff correspondent, rela-
tive to cancer in tho royal family. He
speaks of the recent sad death of the dow-
ager Empress Frederick of Germany and
quotes the pathetic utterance of King Kd-war- d's

message to the Tuberculosis Con-
gress, held in London last June, as follows:
"God grant that before long you may be
able to find a cure for cancer or check its
course."

lie speaks of the fact that Kimr Edward
has recently been placed on a special diet
treatment, and that his allowance of cigars
has been curtailed by the royal physician,
giving rise again to the rumor that the
King himself is affected with cancer.

The correspondent quotes at length from
an editorial written by the brilliant and
veneraUe Vhysieian-edito- r, Egbert Guern-
sey, M. D., L.L. D., and published in the
latter's paper. The ledical Timts, of Janu-
ary, 1'jvI, under the heading, "A New ireat-me- nt

for Cancer." The learned doctor
writes of the practical results gained to the
medical world by experiments aiong strieny
scientific lines, laying particular stres upon
the fact that the Fame line of cientuic in-
quiry was placing cancer upon the li t of
curable diseases. He refers to the results
attained by the treatment for cancer ad-
ministered in the Alexander Sanatorium in
Boston. Mass., stating that the discovert r
of the remedy. Dr. Alexander, produces un-
impeachable authority attesting to over
per cent, cf positive cures and more tlun
7S per cent, of marked relief after the use
of the fluid which "has certainly ome
power to work results never obtained be-

fore."
Tho June Medical Times contains the doc-

tor's editorial upon Dr. Gustav Eisen's dis-
covery of the cancer germ, and alo treats
of Dr. Harv ey ! lord's succfj'n isolat-
ing and culturinjr the cancer para site, or
Protozoon. Dr. Guernsey says: "If these
parasites, as Dr. Gayiord claim, existthrough the whole circulatory system m
cancer case? known as carcinoma, an 1

sarcoma, we can readily see why the knifnmay afford only a temporary relief, t.furi
advisable, but the only real cure must exist
In destroying the living germs i:i the en-era- -l

circulation.".' . - . .

Mr. Hall thinks that car.cer is an heredi-
tary disease, the germ being transmitted

Out mo
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through the blood. The correspondent,
writing in the interest of humanity, ays
that patients discharged as cured of can-
cer, some aa long as four years ago, having:
previous to thia treatment besen pronounced
incurable, rtiii remain in perfect health,
even though the vegetable remedy us In
not in any sen? 9 a "cure-all,- " nor Is it a
patent remedy or medicine a old and usdindiscriminately. iUputal.le physicians,
surgeons and cancer specialists alone ax
permitted to uso the fluid, throughout tha
world v.hcrevcr located, many of whom
producing remarkable cure by its uie,
which no doubt has the power, as Dr.
Guernsey says, "of destroying th 11 vir.
g rms in the general circulation." Th ue
of th remedy obviates in nearly every In-
stance the customary and dreaded or;x.'t-tlo- n

heretofore re rted to. while prevent-
ing in fcvery instance th crnerally ratalrecurrence following operations.

Mr. lh!l intimates that !h King's wish
is b.'ing and h3s been fulf.llod. II saye he
tKllee. that the life of the mo-- t brilliant
womt.n in the world, as the Err. press FT1-erlc- k

h?3 teen called, could have been
saved by th timely u- - of this f.ulS, ao j
that even if usd only durlr)? her lat
weeks on earth sh? would have been frttj
from all paJn and discomfort.

"OH, TO BE NOTHING."

Ilyjiocrlay of the Plea Contained In
the Old Hymn.

Chicago Journal.
The author of that hymn probably diSa't

realize tho full Import of his rka.
The man who proclaims that he wants to

b$ nothing Is not sincere.
The man who pets up in prayer meeting

and Eays that he is nothing nothing will
hi the l'.n?t to rcscr.t It if you agrca with
him.

The man who gels on his feet in church
and elevates iii.s eyebrows and his Yclca
and sings through his nose with much
unction that ho longs to be nothing, noth-
ing, is the man who will cheat his feilow-nie- n

with Just a much unction on week-
days.

The man who knows ha Is nothing keess
stlil about it.

it is well to be humble, but the trulj
humble man does nut thrust his huroiiliy
before others.

And It H hypocrisy, net humbleness, thiisayj It wants to be, nothing.
l or there was i. v r a numan being lathe world, u:.lt.-- it might be an ldijt cr

so. who didn't want to bo something an4who isn't Swniethu.g.
Krom the. baby w:.o is a promise to thao!d min who has accompli.-hed-. each one

of us is the center of our own little circleand each 1 of paramount importance tosome o... on.'jwn.r and sumehow.
l'or what other reason wrro we given

brains and hfart ar.d budus and Ireo-co- m

to uio thrn?
if we wtre enthralled undr one dominant

will and cApt-cte- to follow only one groove
with o.dy one nd in view, with tha variousqualities with which we art? endowed, itwould to a.s exquisite a torture as that ln-vent-

by the jailor who fcpt food withintdsht. bat Ju-- v without the reach of hs
I r:oner.

Why. that's what we're put here for 1

be fci'meU.ing!
What father wants his child continually

grovelir.g at hi ftot. protesting that hewants no will of his ottii? There may besumo rarrow-mind- t d few who would eUsirtIt; but the atra;e man wants a puu rowill stand en an t'ual footing of
Hf-pt-- with him: who can thir.k for him-svi- t;

whom he can look upon with pride
a.-- a. man an lnl. ende nt man his SON!

The (Jrrat Esther has j;ln us a mind to
exercise-- , a heart to feel, a body to use
and a con U nee to govern all. And if we
at-u.- " cn:r Independence we Know that we
must s'rr. We ha.e the c; tien cf chcoslr.f

riifht and vror.ar.
It wouldn't b. a very good raan who had

to be fcooJ.
t?onie people would like to think that we

art only checkers la a game btwctn Qod
and the dtlL lr would thirt a lot of

Uut wouldn't this world bo civa arar.d a!t- -
ting-dow- n pi ice. waitirs for th next rno.If we all thought tht?


